Gustave Flaubert Letters

It has rained here at last, a horrible storm which destroyed
everything.

The peasant is working and ploughing his fields; digging
hard always, sad or gay. He is imbecile, people say; no, he is
a child in prosperity, a man in disaster, more of a man than
we who complain; he says nothing, and while people are killing,
he is sowing, repairing continually on one side what they are
destroying from the other. We are going to try to do as he,
and to hunt a bubbling spring fifty or a hundred yards below
ground. The engineer is here, and Maurice is explaining to him
the geology of the soil.

We are trying to dig into the bowels of the earth to forget
all that is going on above it. But we cannot distract our-
selves from this terror!

Write me where you are; I am sending this to you on the
day agreed upon to rue Murillo. We love you, and we all
embrace you.

G. Sand
Nohant, Sunday evening.

CLXXIV.    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, Wednesday, 1870

I got to Paris on Monday, and I left it again on Wednesday.
Now I know the Parisian to the very bottom, and I have ex-
cused in my heart those most ferocious politics of 1793. Now,
I understand them! What imbecility! what ignorance! what
presumption! My compatriots make me want to vomit. They
are fit to be put in the same sack with Isidore!

This people deserves to be chastised, and I fear that it will be.

It is impossible for me to read anything whatever, still more
so to write anything. I spend my time like everyone else in
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